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at Cannot but acknowledge the laft Review a little wide of the State of things, as 


po 


the moft penetrating Head‘never entertaio’d a Thought of. 
Our Accounts of thefe things are fo extrabrdinary, and we are fo fill’d with Amaze- 
" ment at every particular; The complicated Wonders of his Condu€& furmount our 
 Defeription, and I fhail not enter upen it ; but have therefore chofen to give Vent to 
~ my own Thoughts in the following J.ines. 
_ Iknow, fome People will mils the Jingle, and like the Pack:Horfe that tires. withe 
- out his Bells, be weery of the Lines for Want of the Rhyme 3 but the Svbje& has fo much 
~ Mutiek in it, } dou>st not, it wil make amends for the “hime. 
- Tfappofe, no bid, wit) imagine, Thave been many Days about them 3 and when I 
affure them, they ace cne Birth uo ‘hree Hours, they will frft of all excufe thelr being 
3 fomething incorreét 3. and.fecgadly, acknowledge the Subjett very infpiring, 

eee a On 


( 242 ) 
On the Fight at RAMELLLEsS. 


AY, Britains ! felt you nothing in your Souls, 
No Anxious Thoughts. no Trembling deep Concern ? 

Were there no Sighings, Sympathetick Shocks, 
No Palpitations, Anti-Pulfe, and Throbs - 
Of Nature beating on the Souls Reverie ? 
No Hypochondriack Vapour fpreading ’ore 
The Mind with Clouds and Mift of anxious Thought, 
Fore- bodeing if, tho’ unaccountable ? 


How could the vait Concern be aéting there, i 
And Nature feel no Preffures, the’ remote ? a 
When Marib’reugh fhake’t the mighty Gage of War, “h 


And play’d thedreadful Game ot England's Fate: 
When ftrong Triumphant Death o’re-gorg'd with Blood, 9" 
Bid France defift 2h” unequal Strife, and fly ; oe 
Whilper'd Bavaria, that twas vain to ftrive, 
And grafp that Fame to MarlPveuzh’s Terrors due, 
Where fled the anzry Spivics from the Field, 
When Wounds difmils'd theny from ebe:, Cage of Flefh 7 
Were there no Hurries in the crowded Air, 
Where Souls retaining all the Seeds of Rage, 
Renew'd the War, and fighting as they pafs't, 
Rais’d Storms and {trong Conyulfions in th’ Aby&, 
Which, fele by Univerfal Nature, might inform, 
That fomething dreadful was Tranfacting there? 
When MardB rough FELL. —- When Britain's Champion funky 
And th’ eaget Troops prefs'd to the mighty Game, 
Was there no Earthquake here? No Cenrra! Groans, 
No Damp, Involuntary SadaeG, or Retreat 
QF Spirits to the Heart ? 
. As diftant Fate of Friends to each is knowny 
By Sym hetick Cenvec{ of their Souls? 
"Tis ftrangy, the World of Spirits fhould employ 
No Aery Envoy to convey the Hint ; 
And tell, wishout che Helps of Voice, how near 
Birannia’s Fare was coucl’t in Mavil’ rougi’s Fall. 
The Horie, crufs’e with 2h? snulsal pond wows Wright | 
O° rifing Gloryy fell beneath the Fooad ; ua 
‘Thar like Anreusy touch’t by Moerber Earth, 
He night with doubled Strensth renew vray es 
Fell us, ye Sons of Terror, when that Day, — 
You fiw your General tall, and thought hiatdlain ; 
Wen fhouting Legions thought the Blow way given,. 
And prefs Triumphing the Diftraétted LEP; AVhen 
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When undetermin’d Victory kept aloft, 
And hover’d doubtful; Tell your anxious Thoughts, 
How on meer Valour fainting Hopes depended; 
And all your high Ambition feem’d, confin’d 
To dying Brave 

But fay, immortal Numbers, if our Song 
May high Extremes of Paifions reprefent, 
What Life from Death, what high fucceeding Joy 
Inflam’d your Minds, when his remounted Plumes 
Proclaim’d his Safety ! when redoubl’d Fury 
His Breaft infpir’d ; and in his Turn, he prefs'd 
Th advancing French with Terrors, like his Name 
Invincible : and from their Conquering Hands 
Pluck’t VICTORY by Force! nor fuffer'd then, 
The Partial Goddefs from his Sight to ftir, 
Chain’d her to his Triumphing Standards, and, 
As Valours Crown, beltow'd her on his Troops, 
A Captive, taken Prifoner by ttieir Arms. 

Great Louis ! For there’s Fuftice always due 


. ‘To wancing Glory, asthe high Reward 
_ OF mighty Deeds ; fo Jove became a God, 


And Nations firft admir'’d, and shen ador’d. 


Rais’d to Fame s Summits nothing can remain, 
No Hope, no Wifh, but to come gently down 3 
Not leap the Precipice of Pride, 2 Height 
Srupendious, and hanging ghaftly ore 
Shame’s Gulph, whofe deep, bears due proportion’d Meafure 
To.every mounting Step we take in Crime. 
Bear, mighty Man, great like thy (elf, thy Fate ; 
Concur with Heaven; his Patience recognize, 


x ‘And own thy Glory’s now fixt Period ju; 


Fame built on Crime does feldom laft like thine. 

— And, but Heavens foourge the Nations to chaftife, 
Long fince juft Vengeance had o'return’d thy Power, 
“Obey the Caution. Now fhake Hands with Fame, 

Sce thy bright Trophies fade, Ly Marlborough’s Fire 
Scorch't. And asfulphureous Vapours blafting kill; 
"Thy Lillies dye, ftruck with che pointed Dart 
_-Of-a fuperiour Glory. See thy Hopes 


And all thy Conquefts from thy glittering Hand, 


. Ravifh’s by growing Vertue, arm’d with Right, 
_ ‘And fteel’d with Vengeance 5 in irs Nature fierce 
And irrefiftibie. 


Yeild up the Nations by thy Iron Hands, 


_ Groaning oppre|s dy and loole Europa’s Chains, 
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By Force i:iurious now tco /ong impos d, 


Bow 
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ie 3 ess manent: "4 
Bow to the Force of Truth and Liberty, | ae 


’Tis not below thy Greatnefs to obey 
The Calls of Fate, whofe Summons awes Mankind. 
What tho’ the yielding Princes ravifh’t weak, 
Singly too weak, furrendred to thy Arms 
Th’ undoubted Right of Nature, LIBERTY ; 
Force, in its Nature owns a Right of Force 
Repelling, and to us tis far more juft 
To pull thee down, than twas for thee t’ invade 
The Powers, that weak yield to thy growing Strength, 
Confederated Superior. Hands once joiid 
In Natures juft Defence, are doubly arm’dy 
And how(o’ere oppreft, will end in Conqueft. 
Heaven now by loudeft Summons bids reftore 
Ufurp’t Dominions ; if you'll gently fall, 
Obey, and joyn to re-inft te Mankind 
~ In Natures Birth-right, Liberty ; fir fold 
By Sons of Bondage, fervile Efau’s Race, 
Debsuch’d by Sloth and Plealure, Nature's Plagues, 
Emblems of Poverty, as that ot Slaves : 
Too much th? encroaching Guile advanc’d her Power 
InfeGlious, and the grand Contagion {pread 
Thefe Fruitful Lands; but Heaven! has Marlb’rough rais'd 
Thy Terror. ——— ; 
Arm’d to fet the Nations free, 
And conquers now to fix that Liberty. 
Ceafe then t’ opprels, thy Pride of Conqueft ceafe ; 
Thou haft but one way left, and that’s by Peace. — 


The Lif?ning World fhall now with Wonder hear, 
And Tyrant Governments diffolve with Fear ; 
Arms taken up in juft Defence of Right, 

Are fure to Conquer, as they're {ure to Fight. 

For fleeping Veugeance, long provok’s by Crime, 
Encreas’d by Patience, and intlam’d by Time, 
A fure redoubi’'d Retribution brings, 

And Iron Hands makes up for leaden Wingss 


No more infulting Tyrants fhall opprefs, 
But France fhail Barter Liberty tor Peace 5 
By Mar'b?rough's Sword reduc’t, he learns to fear, 
And wiih’d for Peace fhall now cenclude the War. 


MDCCVI. 


